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" Some one ? " said Soames :  " I want the Editor."
The Editor was very busy; could he come again when
the rush was over ?
" No," said Soames.
Would he state his business ?    Soames wouldn't.
The attendant again looked at his top-hat and went
away.
Soames waited a quarter of an hour, and was then taken
to an even smaller room, where a cheery-looking man in
eye-glasses was turning over a book of filed cuttings. He
glanced up as Soames entered, took his card from the table,
and read from it :
" Mr. Soames Forsyte ?    Yes ? "
" Are you the Editor ? " asked Soames.
" One of them.    Take a scat.    What can I do for you ? "
Impressed by a certain speed in the air, and desirous of
making a good impression, Soames did not sit down, but
took from his pocket-book the paragraph.
" I've come about this in your issue of last Thursday."
The cheery man put it up to his eyes, seemed to chew the
sense of it a little with his mouth, and said : " Yes ? "
" Would you kindly tell me who wrote it ? "
*c We never disclose the names of correspondents, sir."
" Well, as a matter of fact, I know."
The cheery man's mouth opened, as if to emit the
words : u Then why did you ask ? " but closed in a smile
instead.
" You'll forgive ,me," said Soames ; " it quite clearly
refers to my daughter, Mrs. Michael Mont, and her husband."
" Indeed ! You have the advantage of me ; but what's
the matter with it ? Seems rather a harmless piece of
gossip."
Soames looked at him.    He was too cheery !
" You think so ? " he said drily.    " May I ask if you

